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The Son of God came to this earth under the appearance of a tender, innocent and simple Child.
When He was teaching during His public life, He insisted: “unless you become as little children, you will
not enter the heavenly Kingdom.” By this, He demands that our lives be imitations of His life. This does
not mean that we should be as poor in material things as He was in the stable, but that we should be
poor in spirit, that we should not be too attached to earthly goods and not concentrate totally on the
pursuit of the pleasures and comforts of the world. This Divine Infant does not demand that we should
only seek worries, humiliations and sufferings but He expects us to be humble in our successes and to be
modest and moderate and to be mortified in the use of all of life’s resources.

Perhaps at the sight of the Infant in the manger, someone will become ashamed for he had
more than once complained about his own situation, complaining about his poverty, his difficulties and
his suffering. At least today, let him compare his adversity with that of this New-born. The comparison
will no doubt be fruitful.

The manger in Bethlehem is a school of life. In that manger there is the philosophy, ethics and
theology of a happy human life. But one must approach this manger with faith, humility and love. Then
there is no difficulty in understanding why we live and why we suffer.

Today’s world, that same world which for the past quarter of a century was promising people
heaven on earth, is now standing at the very edge of complete extinction. It threatens all of humanity
with total devastation and erasure from the card of existence. The waves of incidents and the speed of
these changes seizes and carries off the minds, hearts and souls of the people who are shocked by the
speed of these happenings. Despite the fact that we are sometimes filled with fear, we cannot and we
must not lose hope. Truth and mercy, love and peace were born in Christ’s manger in the stable of
Bethlehem. Let us always seek them there, for that is where the echo resounds of that triumphant song:
“Glory to God in the highest and on earth peace to men of good will!”
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DREAMS OF CHRISTMAS

On the occasion of the traditional Christmas Eve dinner and the feast of Christmas, year after
year, especially since the dearth of my Dad, my imagination carries me back to the past, to my far past,
for it reaches to the years that | lived in my family home. Our family was numerous and poor like the
family of an average miner. At that time, the pay was meager but we had to eat and have clothing. In
the beginning, we lived in a company house, but later, my Dad bought a piece of land and built us a
house that was not big, but it was comfortable.

Nobody died from hunger because every week my Mother baked a dozen huge loaves of rye
bread in the huge brick oven outdoors. In addition to these, she would make several dozens of plaited
rolls to the joy of the children. Luxuries were unknown in our family. My Dad was a hard- working and
level headed man. Our Mom was very thrifty and a good manager. We tolerated our poverty quite well.
However, Christmas Eve, together with the Vigil Supper and Midnight Mass was considered a big feast
which we awaited with longing and great desire. | am convinced that on Christmas Eve, there was no
family anywhere in the United States that was happier than ours. | will describe that evening in detail.

Not only our Mom but all of us children rose very early the morning of Christmas Eve. Our Dad
had left for work at midnight. The older children started cleaning the rooms in the house. Our Mom was
very busy at this huge iron stove on which stood big pots, little pots, stew pans and frying pans. The
smell of these cooked and fried foods saturated the air and filled every room sharpening the appetites
of the children. On Christmas Eve, Mom was the Queen of the kitchen. At noon, we all had to make do
with a slice of bread with jam and a glass of milk or a cup of coffee in order not to overeat. After lunch,
all the children had to bathe and get scrubbed because at that time Santa Claus came around, not only
bringing gifts but also carrying a rod and a whip.

Our Dad returned from work about two in the afternoon. In the barn there was a huge wooden
container that we filled with lukewarm water. Dad would bathe himself here and |, being the eldest had
to scrub his back. Then it was time to decorate the Christmas tree. Dad directed what was to be hung,
where and how. Every child wanted to help but in this good will, each obstructed the other. Our Dad had
to be a real strategist and a first class diplomat in order to settle the disputes and to soothe the ruffled
feelings of these little artistic decorators. Finally, the mission was accomplished. The fact that in some
place a candle was crooked or the fact that on one side the tree sagged a little, none of that meant
anything for the artists were satisfied, and that was what counted.

Ordinarily, we ate in the kitchen, but not on Christmas Eve. That would never do. Therefore, our
Dad moved the table into the room where he slept, which was next to the kitchen. He then covered the
table with hay and stacked what was left in a corner of the room. Then he spread out, over the table
covered with hay, a snowy white tablecloth that was only used on special festive occasions. He then
took the bunch of wafers that the parish collector had brought during the week, placed them on a small
plate that was placed on a handful of hay in the center of the table. He then covered the wafers with a
clean white handkerchief because we did not have any cloth napkins. The children were all lined up,
seated against the wall while both parents brought in the dishes and silverware and set the table. The
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children waited impatiently, smacking their lips and swallowing their saliva. But nothing mattered. They
had to wait until everything was ready according to their Mom’s plan.

Finally, Dad gave the sign that everything was ready. He sat at the head of the table and Mom
sat at the opposite end which was the closest to the stove. The children sat on both sides, lined up
according to age. Dad then prayed the Hail Mary and we all prayed with him. Then he handed our Mom
and each of us children a piece of wafer. Then we each shared the wafer with our parents and kissed
their hands. We then shared the wafer with each of our brothers and sisters without delivering any
punches, pinches or pushing -never, not today. If parents complain about their children to the Santa
Clauses who are out and about this evening — ho, ho - then instead of a present, that child would get
whipped with a whip or a stick.

As the head of the household, our Dad fulfills the duties of the Master of Ceremonies. | watch
his face. Ordinarily, his expression is stiff, martial and severe. Today, his expression is totally different.
His forehead is smooth, his face is good-natured and is smiling and his voice seems strangely
affectionate. Even today | can still picture him before me.

Here come the dishes: a borsch made of home grown red beets with mushrooms or a potato
soup or a soup made of fried onions; cooked fish, fried herring; a porridge with raisins, noodles with
poppy seeds, fried cabbage with mushrooms, a poppy seed roll, pies and a home -made cake; at the end
of the meal — a bowl of stewed fruit. Our ears shook due to our over-eating. All this good vigil food was
washed down with either plenty of fresh milk or coffee. This supper lasted a good hour. Finally, Dad said
the prayer after meals. He then gathered up the remaining pieces of wafers, and crumbled them up on
the bundle of hay in the corner and took it to the barn to feed the cow and the horse because even the
animals must know that this is the holy night in which the Creator of everyone and everything was born.

Meanwhile, the rest of us were washing dishes and putting the table back into the kitchen.
When all of this work was done, Dad brought out an old hymn book that he had brought from Poland
and he gave us children two other such books that had been purchased from Dyniewicz in Chicago. He
arranged us all around the Christmas tree and he would then intone one Christmas carol after another.
Dad had such a strong and pleasing voice! We all sang so loudly that the tree trembled. One hour
passed, two hours passed and we were still singing with just short breaks.

Suddenly, there is a loud knocking on the door and Santa enters! Some of the little ones begin to
cry and hide behind their Dad, some are holding on to Mom’s dress for protection, while the oldest
children dive under the bed. In a loud stern voice, Santa orders: “Prayers!” and he waits. He is answered
by the terrified cries of these children. Mom does what she can to quiet everyone. Dad pulls one and the
other out from under the bed. Finally, all the children kneel and swallowing their tears, they say their
prayers making mistakes left and right. Santa corrects every mistake. After their examination on prayers,
Santa asked questions concerning how these children behave; how do they study? Based on the answers
to these questions, the children will be either praised and rewarded, or reprimanded and punished.
Again, there were either shouts of joy or else tears. Finally, Santa praised the Lord and departed.
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However, the children did not move away from their parents because Santa returned several times. The
first rustle, the slightest noise sent those children racing behind their parents.

Towards midnight, the older children went with Dad for Midnight Mass. The younger children
stayed home with Mom. | was very greatly impressed by the singing of the faithful in church. | had the
impression that the church building shuddered, was breaking away from its foundation and was floating
towards heaven. Very sleepy and full of fright, | returned home. | quickly fell asleep and in my dreams |
again saw our Vigil Supper, Santa, the Crib, etc. My dreams were all wonderful, kind and blissful.

In those days, children had a lot less than children have today. That’s without a doubt. However,
do the children today feel as much joy and have as much happiness and satisfaction as we did then? |
dare not answer that, | only know that | love to recall those Christmas Eves of long ago that were spent
under the roof of our poor family home that was so full of love. For that reason, | reminisce and grow
homesick — full of sentiment and emotion.
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On this Christmas Eve, allow me to quote Boleslaw Wierzbianski:

“The days are very short in December. Already from the feast of St. Nicholas, in the
mornings the entire world is completely gray from hoar frost. Then again in the afternoon, the sun
shone so brilliantly on the snow covered fields that one’s eyes hurt from the glare. Then in the evenings
red glows burned in the west and the frost which had relented somewhat in the afternoon, again seized
the world in its iron fetters. Then the first stars lit up the darkening sky and millions of them looked
down on the earth with their twinkling eyes - silver, gold, copper and red. The bright ribbon of the Milky
Way wound its way through the middle of the heavens, and sometimes the corner of the silver moon
peeped out from beyond the naked branches of the trees. The silence of a December evening fell upon
the village and the town. When one had to go out across the threshold, it embraced the person making
him feel as serene and festive as he felt in church or in a deep forest. From a distance, the baying of
dogs could be heard or as sleds moved on the snow covered roads, the echo of their bells cut through
the frozen stillness. December’s days and nights in Poland were beautiful.

Do you remember? . . . everything, everywhere was submerged in white, fluffy snow. That
morning, the frost created God’s miracles on the ground. Huge icicles were hung from all the roofs. The
snow covered the trees so heavily that they resembled figures from fairy tales. The sparrows and the
bullfinches sitting on the branches have wings covered with snowy dust. At times, it just sufficed to
answer someone in a louder tone of voice to bring down upon oneself a white avalanche. Whoever lived
in this snowy world, made haste from early morning. They dragged Christmas trees to all the homes
from the woods which were beyond the river on hills that appeared dark among the snow. These green
trees were still covered with frost and still carried about themselves the coolness of the forest. They
stood these trees in the corner of a room in order to thaw out so that later every tree would fill the
room with the fresh aroma of its branches. On that day the sun shone red more beautifully than ever at
its setting.

Twilight fell. At the thresholds of all the houses, the children were watching out for the first star.
It appeared at first with just a faint glow, but later glowing in full force, it proclaimed that this was the
evening of the Vigil.

No one was missing from those around the Vigil table. This evening brought joy, love and peace
to the hearts of both the young and the old. The touch of the mother’s hand, the white wafer on the
table, the Christmas tree and the Christmas carols created an atmosphere such as we never again found
in this world.

Beyond the windows of the house, the December evening was spreading all of its charms. The
silver moon shed its light on the earth in the snow bringing to life every detail, every tree and roof with
such live splendor that they could only be compared to the splendor of jewels.

After the Vigil supper when everyone was hurrying from their homes to Midnight Mass, the
heavens were ablaze with stars and the earth glistened with their reflection, as though someone had
scattered a handful of diamonds in the snow. The silence was dignified and joyous just as the people’s
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hearts were that evening. The firm snow crunched under their feet and in the reflection of the moon,
snow formations with damp streaks floated to the earth.

It was in such a night that God was born in Poland every year. Today, in Poland for the past six
years there have been no quiet December evenings. During the past six years, the snow and the snow
formations have tried in vain to cover the wounds of the land wounded by war. Today, the children of
Poland search the heavens in vain for the stars of happiness. There are no Christmas trees ablaze with
lights in any of the homes in Poland. An enemy invaded the country of Poland. He stole the joy and
peace of their December nights. He took away the mood of the Vigil. In its places he left crimes and
suffering. Above the Polish country, the moon just moves its pale face, for six years awaiting the
moments when that stillness of winter evenings will return to the Polish towns and villages and when
that joy of Christmas Eve will again return.

Years of sadness go by. When will that Star of Freedom shine again in Poland? Memories bring
us to that land from far away America, Asia or Africa. Today, we have focused our eyes on that white
wafer, but our hearts keep asking the one question; “When will joy and peace return to Poland?”

CHRISTMAS GREETINGS

The Christmas wafer which is blessed bread, is a symbol of love, harmony and fraternity.
Sharing the wafer and extending greetings to one another is an old Polish tradition that has
been practiced for many centuries. It is a holy tradition that is held dear to our hearts.

| most willingly break the wafer with all of you; with fathers and mothers; with husbands
and wives; with sons and daughters; with you, and you and you; without any exceptions! Take
from my hand this fragment of blessed wafer and accept my greetings and wishes that the
peace of the Divine Infant, born in the stable of Bethlehem, would fill your heart. Be convinced
that His peace will prevail if everyone becomes a person of good will. There should never be
any room in people’s hearts, especially in the hearts of Christians, for discord, anger and
hatred. The human soul should be the center, the seat of the love of God and neighbor. Then
peace, a blissful, satisfying peace will fill the souls of individuals, families, societies and nations.
It will cover the whole world with its brilliance. This is what | wish you and yours from the
depths of my heart with this Christmas Eve wafer.




image1.jpeg
December 24, 1944
| greet all of you my dear fellow countrymen with the words, “Praised be Jesus Christ!”

It is Christmas Eve. Within an hour, or the most, two hours, Mother Nature will envelop us in a
sheet of darkness. The first stars will shyly look down on the earth as though they are ashamed of what
is happening here below. Later, at the command of the Creator, they will pinpoint the infinite expanse in
order to throw shafts of light to the people reminding the world of the Creator’s love for His creatures,
of the Lord’s love for His servants. For all the generations of soldiers and those at war who are found on
all the battle fronts, there will be neither rest nor peace. Neither will there be any peace and rest in
those countries where the ground groans under the heavy boot of the invaders. There will be no peace,
nor rest, in the penal colonies, in the concentration camps, in the camps of forced labor or in the death
cells.

However, here on the home front, we will spend Christmas Eve at the traditional supper that
has been sanctified through the ages. After sharing the wafer, that bread of peace and fraternal love, we
will sit down to a dinner prepared in our Polish way. After supper, we will sing our Christmas carols that
are so simple and heartfelt, so tender and so prayerful. That evening, especially that evening, all
squabbles and arguments end and all angers and hatreds will be forgotten. A strange peace, one that we
ourselves do not understand, fills our hearts and souls. We will forget all of our personal difficulties and
worries. In our imagination, we recall all the Christmas vigils that we lived through in our childhood, in
our youth and in our mature years. Such reveries and emotions are tugged by noble feelings and who
knows but they may even provoke tears, for that is what our nature is like.

The stable of Bethlehem stands before us, cold and abandoned. With the eyes of our soul, we
seek the New-born Child in the manger wrapped in swaddling cloths and lying on straw. We will see by
this manger His foster-father, a serious carpenter who is deeply troubled. We will see the Mother,
peaceful and radiant, bending over this stable crib with maternal love and we will hear an inner voice
reminding us: ”Do you see this Child? This is your God; that God whose love brought Him to earth. This is
your Savior Who out of sympathy and pity for humanity, took upon Himself the poverty, humility and
helplessness of a Child in order to draw to Himself — me, you and every human being. Yes, omnipotence,
supreme intelligence and everything that is divine lies hidden ‘neath this helpless appearance.” Now, |
interrupt my Christmas Eve reverie to begin today’s talk entitled:

GOD IS BEING BORN

The descriptions of great and important events are concise and dry. Such also is the description
of the greatest and most important event in the history of the world and of all humanity: the description
of the Birth of the Divine Child. This is what St. Luke writes: “And she gave birth to her first born Son and
wrapping Him in swaddling clothes, she laid Him in a manger for there was no room for them in the inn.

Now, there were shepherds in that region living in the fields and keeping the night watch over
their flocks. The angel of the Lord appeared to them and the glory of the Lord shone around them, and
they were struck with great fear. The angel said to them, ‘Do not be afraid; for behold, I bring you good
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news of great joy that will be for all the people. For today, in the city of David, a Savior has been born for
you who is Messiah and Lord. And this will be a sign for you , you will find an Infant wrapped in
swaddling clothes and lying in a manger.’

And suddenly, there was a multitude of the heavenly host with the angel, praising God and
saying, ‘Glory to God in the highest and on earth peace to those on whom His favor rests.”

When the angels went away from them to heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let us
go then to Bethlehem to see this thing that has taken place, which the Lord has made known to us.” So
they went in haste and found Mary and Joseph and the Infant lying in a manger.

When they saw this, they made known the message that had been told them about this Child.
All who heard it were amazed by what had been told them by the shepherds. But, Mary kept all these
things, reflecting on them in her heart. Then the shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all
they had heard and seen, just as it had been told to them.” (Luke 2: 7-21)

Thus, in about 212 words, this inspired writer, without any effort, gives us the description of the
Birth of Christ. Despite that, every person reads and then rereads this story, not once, not ten times, but
hundreds of times. Why? Because in this conciseness and simplicity there exists some sort of spell that
draws the human soul. When one reads this account, one always finds the truths of love without any
limits, humility without any bottom and endless dedication. It is no wonder then that year after year,
not for hundreds of years but, for close to two thousand years, the entire world longingly awaits the
solemnity of that Bethlehem night and joyfully celebrates the memory of the Birth of Christ!

First, let us ask in what kind of times did that miraculous star appear above the stable
announcing the birth of the Teacher of this new lesson? What were the times like when the angels sang
their song of , “Glory to God and peace on earth to men of good will?” To find the answer we must refer
to the writers of that era. We thus learn some strange things.

At that time Roman peace prevailed in the world. The doors of the temple of Janus, the Roman
God of War, were closed as a sign that all wars had ended and there was no more need of referring to
him with intercessions for victory and peace. The Roman Empire, whether due to its use of weapons or
through the help of intrigue, lies and deceit had extended its boundaries to encompass almost all of
Europe, Africa and Asia. This notorious Roman Peace hung over Rome and all its conquered nations like
a huge black and heavy cloud which foretold terrible results and foretold not only the fall of Roman
power but also indicated the break- up of the entire Roman civilization. However, being blinded, the
people ran without any help into the abyss and into loss.

Wealth flowed into Rome, the capital of the world, from every corner of the world: gold and
silver, farm products and industrial goods. The aristocracy and the newly rich used them and abused
them. It is worth one’s while to read the descriptions of their feasts, banquets and the entertainment of
those times. The masses, seeing this, did not want to work or earn money by working. The people
became lazy; they wanted to eat for free, drink for free and be entertained for free. The crowds
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demanded - bread and games. The authorities built huge circuses, stadiums and amphitheaters in which
they arranged bloody games of wrestling and gladiatorial contests using, not only people, but people
with wild animals. Among such circumstances, their religion fell. For this reason the poets wept and the
philosophers complained that: “Our gods have died!”

With the downfall of religion, all comprehension of morality collapsed. A woman listed her age
not according to years, but according to the number of her divorces. The fish in ponds were fed and
fattened with the bodies of children and slaves. Their generally accepted slogan was: “Eat, drink and
play, because after death there are no pleasures.” No one paid any attention to the few wise men who,
with pain, lamented the pitiful state of humanity. Regardless, no man would have been capable and no
human idea would have been capable of restraining the mountain of perversity, anger and evil . . .

At this same time, among the people in Israel there were people who were predicting the
coming of a Savior on earth, a Messiah, the Divine Anointed One, with whose birth will begin the Golden
Age for the world and all of humanity.

Finally, humanity lived to see that moment when from the conquered Jewish people, in the
silence of the night, in a poor abandoned stable, the Son of God, the Savior of the world was born.

For this reason, above the heads of the frightened shepherds, choirs of angels sang the happy song,
“Glory to God in the highest and peace on earth to men of good will,” After four thousand years of
waiting, He who is the Way, the Light and the Life of nations has appeared. The Teacher of Truth, Love,
and Peace has come into the world. He brought with Himself new lessons of equality, fraternity and
mutual love, cancelling the old pagan maxim: “An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.”

He will one day teach people publicly saying: “Blessed are the poor in spirit for theirs is the
Kingdom of Heaven. Blessed are the meek for they shall possess the land. Blessed are they who mourn
for they shall be comforted. Blessed are they who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they will be
satisfied. Blessed are the clean of heart for they shall see God. Blessed are the peace makers for they
shall be called the children of God. Blessed are they who are persecuted for the sake of righteousness
for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. Blessed are you when they insult you and persecute you and utter
every kind of evil against you, because of me.” These are all people of good will to whom the angels that
miraculous night promised — Peace!

Someone wrote — “The Birth of Christ is that eternal symbol of Christianity which poured a new
spirit into the persecuted, lowly masses of people. Christian thought taught man what he should be; it
pointed out his true role on earth; it pointed out his purpose in life and his relationship to his neighbor.
True, Christianity did not create that expected heaven on earth for it never intended to do that;
however, it did everything so that this earth would not be hell. The world continues to long for universal
peace and dreams, silver dreams of universal brotherhood; it dreams and strives for it. However, it lies
in the command of the Teacher from Nazareth: “Love your neighbor as yourself.” Opinions concerning
the world and life or the structure of organizations may all change, but the truth which came into the
world with the Divine Infant will never change. This truth resounds today just as it did twenty centuries
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ago, but itis in a new form adapted to present circumstances and promulgated by the Church whose
duty it is to put Christ’s program into action. Everything that refers to humanity or human nature is
changeable and inconstant, but the words that were brought from heaven to earth, that is eternal and
the unchanging truth of the Lord, which according to the Psalmist “will last forever.”

The words of the angels seem to include two thoughts; the obligation of giving praise and glory
to God plus the duty of spreading peace among people; two thoughts that are fundamental to human
happiness. In reality, it is really only one thought because as a man works so much better and more
effectively for his own happiness here on earth and beyond the grave, he is more zealous in spreading
God'’s glory not only within his own soul but also in his daily external life. If, up until now there has been
so little success in this matter, not only among individuals but also among nations, the reason lies
nowhere else but in the neglect and forgetfulness of this command and in the wrong means and false
sources which the wOrld used in its pursuit of happiness and peace. In these present times, much more
than ever before, the world feels the hopelessness of the efforts and attempts being made that are
based only on men’s calculations. Today, the world looks with shame at the works of its hands which
brought people to material and moral ruin; that having in its possession and under its disposal the earth
and its goods, it pushed millions into the well of poverty and hunger. For this world, if it hadn’t already
excluded God, justice and love of neighbor, then it had at least pushed them aside, for how could any
kind of happiness exist removed from under the authority of God without any regard for the natural and
real authority of God.

One of the outstanding thinkers and politicians has correctly said that today in particular we
must enlighten ourselves that Christ is the cornerstone of our civilization and culture and that whatever
we possess today that is valuable, profitable and lasting comes from the thoughts of the Christian world.
The protection of the weak and the sick, the children and the aged is nothing other than the imitation of
the merciful Samaritan announcing, by his actions the equality of peoples and nations. Everything that
brings help, protection and relief to people and nations is based on the teachings of Christ.

Before the Birth of Christ, humanity was experiencing a development and a progress that was
purely natural, materialistic and always included war and conquest by might and force regardless of law.
Christ renewed and preached what had long ago been thrown out, yet from the creation of man it
always existed as the inalienable right of every man and every nation to freedom and independence
based on justice and the mutual love of neighbor. There isn’t the slightest doubt that all the advantages
of our civilization and all the added values of culture can be found in the teaching which, together with
the Teacher, came to earth on that holy night in Bethlehem. However, the lives of individuals, families
and nations will not enter on straight and normal tracks unless the teaching of the Divine Infant
becomes the axis and center of their entire life regardless of the purely human programs that do not
recognize the program drawn up by the hand of the Divine Infant. The world will bankrupt and
confusion and chaos such as the world has never seen, will fill the earth. In order to prove this, one need
not look for evidence in the history of ages past. It is enough to look at what is happening in the world
since 1939. Today, however, on Christmas Eve, it is not fitting for me to speak of these hellish pains and
sufferings in which that hurting and bleeding people are wallowing because certain nations have erased
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the program that was conceived in heaven and laid in the crib; they have erased from the tablet of life
the ten points of happiness and peace.

The Birth of Christ is a holy day which has no equal. It is a holy day of pure joy and sincere
happiness. The charm of this newly born Child brightens the humdrumness of people’s lives. From that
poor little stable there, issue rays of faith, truth and love on which huge edifices can be built; edifices of
true happiness and a stable peace for which people have always longed and still do today. That very
same thing which every person of faith experiences on Christmas Eve and on this holy night, these same
feelings of joy, brotherhood, love and peace can become the experience of every person, every nation
and of the entire world because the Child Jesus brought these gifts to everyone to each and every
person in the entire world forever.

There is, however, one condition. The only condition is that all people, as well as all nations,
show their good will by directing their actions according to the brilliance of the star which will brighten
their road and lead them to Bethlehem, to the stable and to the crib. There, at the feet of the newly
born Child, they will easily learn how to live their life in order to become people of good will and give
glory to God and to his neighbor brotherly love.

On this most peaceful night, it is a good thing for all of us to journey in our imagination to the
stable in Bethlehem because it is there, and only there that we can recognize where and in what
people’s happiness lies. In those days, just as in our present times, the world admired people who were
haughty, self-conceited and empty. Some were very envious of the riches and honors of others. They
considered the abundance of material things as the source of all happiness. For them, they considered
comforts, a surfeit of goods and indulgence or total gratification as the very peak of happiness. The
poverty, humility and suffering connected with people’s lives were despised and pushed aside. In order
to lead humanity out of all its errors, the Son of God was born in such a miserable, lowly and poor
situation. In order to convince us in a very visible way that everything that people honored most and all
those things they loved most were worth very little and contributed even less to our peace, satisfaction
and happiness, the Son of God chose humiliation, suffering and poverty at His birth. He wanted to prove
to us by example so that man seeing Him born in a stable, lying in a manger, exposed to sharp weather
and cold winds and deprived of every comfort can be convinced by his own eyes that true happiness
does not lie in those things which the world advocates.

Don’t we hear the voice from that manger that admonishes us: “My dear people, how long will
you love yourselves in all that pride and emptiness? How long will you seek satisfaction and peace of
soul by chasing after trinkets to satisfy your every whim even though, at the end, they leave behind such
a distaste and aversion? It has been a long time, for too long, you have been the plaything and sacrifice
to deceit, trickery and lying.”

The Divine Infant finally points out the error committed so many thousands of years ago and by
His birth, He teaches us what should be valued and what should be discarded, what should be loved and
what should be hated, what we should strive for and look for and what we should avoid in order not to
fall into perdition.




